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を観察し続け、ようやく20年ぶりに、ぎこちない「いわくありげな笑み」（Nina Baym et al eds. 
1220）を浮かべて妻の前に立つ。
The door opens. As he passes in, we have a parting glimpse of his visage, and 
recognize the crafty smile, which was the precursor of the joke, that he has ever 
since been playing off at his wife's expense.（1220;本論では下線はすべて筆者）
ようやく帰宅した身勝手な夫は、妻に対してどんな態度をとってよいのか、何を言ってよいのか
分からないのだろう。この「いわくありげな笑み」は理解できる。気恥ずかしさ（bashfulness） 
あるいは照れ笑い（embarrassment or embarrassed grin）であろう。しかし他の短編には、そ
の笑いがグロテスクだったり、奇妙で理解が困難だったりするものもあるが、小説を理解する上
で重要な要素となっているため、見過ごせない。議論の俎上に載せたいのは“My Kinsman, Major 





















この短編はアメリカ独立革命直前の New England のある地方都市を舞台にしていることから、
作者ホーソーンのアメリカの歴史への関心や、父性を意識していたことが色濃く反映されている
ことは確かであろう。（成田　他編　31－32、235参考）しかし主人公は、少佐の住所を尋ねた時
は "ill-mannered roar of laughter from the barber’s shop”（1175）を,冷笑された直後に
は”a general laugh”（1177）を浴びる。 夜警と出会い住所を訊くも無視された時には”drowsy 








Soon, however, a bewildering excitement began to seize him upon his mind; the 
preceding adventures of the night, the unexpected appearance of the crowd, the 
torches, the confused din, and the hush that followed, the spectre of his kinsman 
reviled by that great multitude, all this, and more than all, a perception of 
tremendous ridicule in the whole scene, affected him with a sort of mental 
inebriety. At that moment a voice of sluggish merriment saluted Robin’s ears; he 
turned instinctively, and just behind the corner of the church stood the lantern-
bearer, rubbing his eyes, and drowsily enjoying the lad’s amazement.  Then he 
heard a peal of laughter like the ringing of silvery bells; a woman twitched his 
arm, a saucy eye met his, and he saw the lady of the scarlet petticoat. A sharp, 
dry cachinnation appealed to his memory, and, standing on tiptoe in the crowd, 
with his white apron over his head, he beheld the courteous little innkeeper. And 
lastly, there sailed over the heads of the multitude a great, broad laugh, broken 
in the midst by two deep sepulchral hems; thus―




The contagion was spreading among the multitude, when, all at once, it seized 
upon Robin, and he set forth a shout of laughter that echoed through the street; 
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‘My Faith is gone!’cried he, after one stupefied moment.‘There is no good on 
earth; and sin is but a name.  Come, devil!  for to thee is this world given.'
And maddened with despair, so that he laughed loud and long, did goodman 
Brown grasp his staff and set forth again, at such a rate, that he seemed to fly 
along the forest-path, rather than to walk or run....
‘Ha! ha! ha!’roared goodman Brown, when the wind laughed at him. 'Let us 
hear which will laugh loudest!... 
In truth, all through the haunted forest,  there could be nothing more 
frightful than the figure of goodman Brown. On he flew, among the black pines, 
brandishing his staff with frenzied gestures, now giving vent to an inspiration 
of horrid brasphemy, and now shouting forth such laughter, as set all the echoes 



































A stern, a sad, a darkly meditative, a distrustful, if not a desperate man, did 
he become, from the night of that fearful dream.  On the Sabbathday, when the 
congregation were singing a holy psalm, he could not listen, because an anthem 
of sin rushed loudly upon his ear, and drowned all the blessed strain.  When 
the  minister spoke from the pulpit, with power and fervid eloquence, and, with 
his hand on the open bible, of the sacred truths of our religion and of saint-
like lives and triumphant deaths, and of future bliss or misery unutterable, 
then did goodman Brown turn pale, dreading, lest the roof should thunder down 
upon the gray blasphemer and his hearers. Often, awakening suddenly at midnight, 
he shrank from the bosom of Faith, and at morning or eventide, when the family 
knelt down at prayer, he scowled, and muttered to himself, and gazed sternly at 
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3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3
...自己発見と自己実現に結びついていき
3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3
、自分の最も深いところにあ
3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3 3
る要求や感情
3 3 3 3 3 3
、衝動の自覚と結びついていく

















るときのように、ゆっくりと重々しい笑い声」（Charvat et al eds. 83）を、現在ここで石灰焼









　Ethan Brand laid his finger on his own heart. "Here!"replied he.
　And then, without mirth in his countenance, but as if moved by an involuntary 
recognition of the infinite absurdity of seeking throughout the world for what 
was the closest of all things to himself, and looking into every heart, save his 
own, for what was hidden in no other breast, he broke into a laugh of scorn. It 
was the same slow, heavy laugh, that had almost appalled the lime-burner, when 
it heralded the wayfarer's approach.（87）
He had lost his hold of the magnetic chain of humanity.  He was no longer a 
brother-man, opening the chambers or the dungeons of our common nature by the 
key of holy sympathy, which gave him a right to share in all its secrets; he was 
now a cold observer, looking on mankind as the subject of his experiment, and, 
at length, converting man and woman to be his puppets, and pulling the wires 
that moved them to such degrees of crime as were demanded for his study.
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Meanwhile, Ethan Brand had resumed his seat upon the log; and, moved, it might 
be, by a perception of some remote analogy between his own case and that of his 
self-pursuing cur, he broke into the awful laugh, which, more than any other 









"Oh, Mother Earth," cried he, "who art no more my Mother, and into whose bosom 
this frame shall never be resolved!  Oh, mankind, whose brotherhood I have cast 
off, and trampled thy great heart beneath my feet! Oh, stars of Heaven, that 
shone on me of old, as if to light me onward and upward！―farewell all, and 
forever! Come, deadly element of Fire―henceforth my familiar friend! Embrace me 
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哄笑には哄笑をという戦略と、笑いが可能にする内なる他者との対話
―ホーソーンの短編と現代日本小説の比較を通して―　　中谷ひとみ
